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THAT'S THE STOSY, SIB.' 
MAJOR JAMES NEEDS 
TROOP'S AND AMMUNITION 
TO SCAT OFF THE 
ATTACK .'AND HE 
NEEOS THEM 
AT ONCE.' 
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AFTER MANY HOURS OF CONSTANT BATTLE 
ASAINST SWIFT AMP TeSACHEBCX j CURRENTS- 

!F I CAN SET CLOSE ENOUGH 
TO THE FORT BEFORE THE 
OJIFWAVS SEE ME, I'LL 
HAVE A FISHTIWG CHANCE Yl^ 
TO DELIVEK TMJ9 
STUFF.' 
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_JN SHORE willing hands help to unload 

THE PRECIOUS AMMUNITION.,., 



CHIEF RED WATER 

WON'T CAPTURE THE 

FORT NOW .' VOU'VE 

SAVED US ALL, 

MONTE/ 



COLONEL FLETCHER AND THE REGULARS 
SHOULD HAVE WORD BV NOW THAT THE 
FORT'S BEING BESIEGED/THEY'LL COME 
UP BEHIND THE OJIPWAYS AND FORCE 
THEM TO SURRENDER .' BUT WHEN 
THAT HAPPENS, THERE'S ONE 
-T FAVOR I'D LIKE TO ASK 
VON BEHALF OF PARDNER— 




THE FAVOR WAS GRANTED.' 
THAT IS HOW IT HAPPENS 
THAT THE PEACE TSEATV 
WITH THE OJIPWAYS CON- 
TAINS ONE MOST UNUSUAL 
SIGNATURE — A HOOFPEINT.' 



— ANP TO THIS PAY THE OJIPWAYS LE6ENP 
HAS IT THAT A /KIEAOE HOBSE COMAWNPEP 
THE TB30P9 AT FORT MSKECHNIE THAT 
W2DUGHT ABOUT TOEIB PEFEAT.' 
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H-HOi VUH'VS 
60TMEAUWB0M6, 
MB.HAtf.'XWBNf 
HAVSAMYTHINOTO 
DO WITH THAT.' 
I'M INNOCENT.' 
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THAT S R1SHT! I'M GOING AROUND/ HOW MUeH 
TO EVERYONE TO TRY TO RAISE A MONEY DO 
MONEY SO WE <SAN BUILD A * 

HOSPITAL IN TOWN ! THEN.lN CASE 
YUH TAKE SICK THERE'D BE SOME 
PLAGE YUHGOULPeq/ 



YUH HAVE 
TO RAISE? 
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THREE HUNDKED ANDTWENTY-glX POUARS 
AND SEVENTY-ONE CENTS! 





SHOTGUN MAN 



TAD KEELER, gulping down coffee and 
biscuits watched his mother as she fussed 
with the dishes. There was a strange silence 
in the kitchen. Tad wondered if she would let 
him go peacefully, or if she would cry and beg 
him to change his mind. He hoped she 
wouldn't cry. He never wanted to see her 
cry again, not after last month, when they had 
brought Pa home — with a road agent's bullet 
in his chest. 

Tad swallowed the last of the coffee and 
cleared his throat. "Reckon I better be gitting 
along, Mom. Mr. Weller said to be at the 
station in time to. help *em load the stage. I 
suppose he wants to get his money's worth 
eut of me, seeing as he gave me the job riding 
shotgun." 

His mother turned from her work. "Here's 
soma lunch." she said. "You'll be wanting it 
before you get to Dry Valley. And be careful. 
Tad. You know how I feel about your taking 
this job. You're too young to be riding shot- 
gun on a stage. But you're as stubborn as a 
Missouri mule, same as your Pa was, and I 
know words ain't going to change anything. 
So go to your job, Tad, and God bless you." 

Tad kissed her, took his Pa's old shotgun 
down from over the door, and left. In his 
belt he also carried Pa's six-shooter. A heavy 
Colt .45 with three notches in the butt. Tad 
buttoned his jacket tightly over the revolver. 
No use giving Zack Morgan anything else to 
ride, him about. Zack was the stage driver, 
and ever since he'd heard that Tad 'was going 
to ride shotgun he had been ribbing the boy. 

"Ain't never going to be another stage hold- 
up in these here parts," Zack had told the 
loungers before the stage office. "Them road 
agents will come riding up and take one look 
at our -new shotgun man, and .then they'll just 
naturally keel over and die laughing. Never 
saw so much shotgun in my life — with so 
little boy to go with it. I swear he makes the 
gun look like one of them cannon I used to 
work for old General Grant . . ." 

Tad scowled as he walked toward the -sta- 
tion. Maybe he was small for his age in a 




country where they grew them large", but ha 
could shoot. His Pa had seen to ftiat. And 
he wasn't scared of anything that walked or 
crawled. . 

Mr. Weller, the dumpy, middle-aged station) 
agent, looked up as Tad approached the wait* 
ing stage. He had just lifted a heavy chest 
to the driver's seat and he was breathing hard, 

"There you are, Tad," he gasped. "Zack's 
all set as soon as I get the passengers aboard. 
Only gofr three this morning. You got your 
shotgun all oiled and loaded?" 

"Yes sir." 

"Good. Good. You'll be all right, lad." Mr. 
Weller patted Tad on the shoulder. "You 
know I admired and respected your Pa, boy. 
That's one reason I gave you the job, of 
course. But it wasn't the only reason. Mayba 
you ain't exactly a man yet, but you'll da 
Just keep cool and keep your eyes open. That 
chest I just loaded contains the pay money for 
some miners in Dry Valley. It's full o£ silver 
dollars." 

Zack Morgan came out of the stage offics 
and climbed to the high driver's seat. He spat 
tobacco and peered down at Tad with bright 
little eyes. 

"Better get aboard, shotgun man. It's power- 
ful long and hard driv6 to Dry Valley. If I 
was to forget and leave you behind I'd feel 
plumb unprotected." 

Tad climbed to the high seat beside Zack* 
ignoring the older man's jokes as he watched 
the three passengers enter the creaking staga. 
Two women and a man. The women were Mrs. 
Houghton, j:he grocer's wife, and Elizabeth 
Benton, one of the girls who worked at tha 
Little Nugget. Tad had never seen the man 
before. , 

He was a middle sized man, dressed in black 
broadcloth and white,, fresh linen. On his head 
was the inevitable Stetson and he wore a 
belted gun. On^is feet, Tad noted, were reg- 
ular cowboy boots, high heeied and awkward, 
instead of shoes. That was funny. Evidently 
the. -man had' walked ■to* the station from the 
hotel, for there was no horse at the railing. 



Mighty uncomfortable, all the same, and a 
man who could afford clothes such as the 
stranger wore ought to be able to buy regular 
Shoes. 

Tsd's musing was cut short by the pistol 
crack of back's whip. "Giddap," Zack roared. 
The six horses put their shoulders into the 
harness and the stage rolled and creaked out 
of Deadwood. Zack spat tobacco, worked his 
whip, and in general put on a good show for 
the few early risers who had bothered to see 
them off. At last ! His first real man's job. This 
was the life. 

Five hours later he wasn't so sure. They had 
left Fort Bellows behind now and were lurch- 
ing slowly along the twin ruts that ■ led up 
and vp into Stone Valley. It was there, amid 
the deeply etched gullies and ravines, that 
trouble could be expected. There the road, if 
it could be called so, skirted close to rock. 
formations that could have concealed a gang 
of owlhoots. 

: Two more hours passed and Tad felt better. 
They were out of the bandit country <and 
toothing had happened. Now there was only 
ifcrty miles of flat desert to cross before they 
jfsachsd Dry Valley. Tad grinned again and 
[felt the dust on his face crack like a plaster 
[of pads 'mask.. He must be a sight, sure enough. 
I' Something nudged him in the back. He 
horned snd looked into the muzzle of a large 
^revolver, held by the man who had been riding 
?aa a passenger. The bandit was. clinging pre- 
i variously to the step, motioning with the gun 
and shouting at Zack Morgan. 
f "Poll op the team," the man shouted; "Won't 
be anyone hurt unless you start it — and that'd 
be silly, because 1 got the drop. Pull 'em up. 
Easy oow." 

Tbs stags rattled to a stop, the horses puff- 
ins and blowing and glad of the rest. The 
bandit reached up and twitched Tad's shotgun 
away from him, flung it to the ground. Then 
b& disarmed Zack, who was swearing steadily. 
Toss tbs chest down into the road, you." 
The bandit motioned at Tad with his revolver. 
There was nothing else to do, so Tad tugged 
and hauled ontil the heavy chest toppled over 
and fell. 

The bandit addressed Zack. "Turn -yore 
borses-and go back the way yuh came, toward 



Deadwood. Go a mile or two and don't look 
back. After that I don't care what yuh do." 

Tad thought fast a's'the stage turned in the 
narrow road. He still had the revolver tucked 
into his waistband, but there was no chance 
to use it. The bandit was covering them from 
the road, smiling a little in derision. But 
where, Tad wondered, was the man's horse? 
He must have one somewhere, or he must be 
expecting someone to pick him up. No man 
dared to be left alone in country like this 
without a horse. Especially with a. heavy chest 
of silver to transport. And he remembered 
the man's boots, the riding boots where there 
should have been shoes. He did have- ff horse 
around somewhere! 

Tad jumped from the high seat and started 
running. Something- buzzed in his ear and 
little splashes Of dust spouted near his feet. 
The bandit was shooting at him. Then Tad was 
out of sight in tall growing cactus and bearing 
to his left, toward the one place that a horse 
might be hidden. A little, narrow, stone walled 
ravine that he had noticed a piece back,, as 
they passed it. 

Tad found the narrow gully that had been 
hastily fenced, at one end. A horse nickered 
softly at him as he entered. Then a slug 
slammed nastily off a rock and Tad ducked, 
reaching for his own gun. He had been wise 
to bring it after all — and to keep it so well 
concealed. 

The bandit ran toward him, his gun spit- 
ting yellow flame. Tad laid the muzzle of 
his own weapon across the rocks. The bandit 
thought he was dealing with a scared, un- 
armed kid. Tad squeezed off a shot • • • 

npHAT night, after they had reached Dead- 
-™- wood and turned the wounded bandit 
over to the sheriff, and the silver over to the 
miners, Tad and Zack Morgan walked toward 
their hotel. A frieod spoke to Zack. 

"Hi, Zack. Been a week since I seen yuh. 
Who's the young feller with ye?*' 

Zack spat accurately. He reached over and 
put his arm around Tad's shoulders. "My new 
shotgun man," he said. 

THE END 
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3EEPERS, TAKE IT J YVP 3E TOUCHY/TOO, 
EASY .'WHAT ARE f IF YUH rfERE BROKE 
YUH SO TOUCHY J ANP OWEP A LOT 
ABOUT? , '^m r^X OF BILLS.' ' 




AW, BE A GOOD ) AS FAR AS LENDING YUH . 
fSS .' IENP ME A y MONEY IS CONCERNED, 
FEW BUCKS.'r-C I'M A **ARP BOILED EucV 
NOTHING POINS.' 
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PLEASE. 1 I 


NEEP 


l( OH YEAH.' 


■i THE MONEY j 


Si WHAT FER? 


— RftPLY 




I SAW YUH 
YE5TERPAY ANP 
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W^yuH si 
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IS THAT. SO? I'LL HAVE YUH 
KNOW THAT SUIT WAS TAILOREP 
ESPECIALLY FER I " 
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— I SHOUL0 THINK IT'B 

Be too hot re wsw 
two nm of Hums 
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SAHIIOUSTOM 



(MM IN 1793, DIED IN 1856. SAM SPENT 
ASOODPARTCFHIS EARLY LIFE LIVING 
WITH THE CHEROKEE INDIANS. WHEN HE 
RETURNED TO CIVILIZATION. HE BECAME 
ASCHOOL TEACHER WAR BROKEOUT AND 
SAM ENLISTED INTHEARMY, HERE HEBEAWE 
NOTED FORMS G0URA6E INTHE FACE OF 
DANGER HE WAS CHOSEN FIRST PRESIDENT 
OF TEXAS. HE WAS A BRAVE SOLDIER AND 
A GREAT STATESMAN. 



WttlN 1813, DIED IN 1890. JOHN TOOK TO THE 
TRAIL AT AN EARLY A6E. WHILE IN THE U. S ARMY 
HE WAS CHOSEN TO FIND THE BEST ROADS 
ACROSS THE VAST PLAINS AND THE ROCKIES 
TO OREGON AND CALIFORNIA, AGREAT TASK 
WHICH FEW MEN WOULD HAVE ACCEPTED. TEAM- 
ING UP WITH THE FAMOUS KIT CARSON, WHO AC- 
TED AS HIS SUIDE.THEY ENDURED HARD- 
SHIPS, FOUGHT INDIANS, BUT MILE BY MILE 
THEY SHORTENED THE DISTANCE UNTIL THEY 
REACHED THEIR GOAL. 




•W» GREAT PIONEERS WHO BLAZED 
THE TRAIL ACROSS UNEXPLORED 
PARTS OF THE GREAT WEST BRAV- 
ING HARDSHIPS AND DANGERS FROM 
BOTH NATURE ANDTHE HOSTILE IN- 
DIANS.THE EXPLOITS OFTHEIP TRAV- 
ELS MAKES INTERESTING READING 
TO PERSONS WHO ENJOY BOTH AD- 
VENTURE AND THRILLS. WHATTHESE 
PIONEERS WITNESSED ON THEIR TOP 
THROUGH THE GREAT WEST IS UN- 
BELIEVABLE EOT TRUE. AFTEC 
TWO AND AHALF YEARS, AND COV- 
ERING EV30O MILES THEY REACH 
ED THE END OF THEIR TRAIL 
THE PACIFIC COAST. 
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'HE LAW HAP COME TO TUB 
. SMALL TOWN OF PRAIRIE GULCH,' 
IT WAS NO LONGER NECESSARY 
FOR THE SHERIFF TO BACK UP 
HIS AUTHORITY WITH A SIX-SUN f < 
CLP TOM MEAPE NAP KEPT THE 
PEACE IN TOWH FOR OVER 
TWENTY YEARS ANP HOW THAT 
MARSHAL LAW HAP FINALLY 
REACHEP THE TERRITORY, HE ' 
PECIPEP IT WAS TIME TO HAN6 
HIS SUNS UP.' SUPPEMLY... 



VOU't?E TELLIN'THE 
WRON6 MAN, 
SPARKS .' I JUST 
RETIRE!? AS 
SHERIFF.' SPEAK 
TO VOUN6 . 
COLBY HERE.' 
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SEEMS TO ME TOM'S TAKIN' 
THIS TOO LI6HT.' THAT 
BENSON'S A PAN6ER0US 
HOWBRC- ANP FIVE YEARS j 

IN JAIL AIN'T , < 

6CNNA MAKE ) MEBSE .' 
HIM ANV / ALL X 

BETTER.'^/ KNOW IS 
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WAIT A SBCONP. 
YOUNG 'UN .'YOU'RE 
SHERIFF NOW AND 

you've ear to learn 

HOT TO USE THAT 
BADGE TO SETTLE 
PERSONAL. 
GRUP6ES.' . 
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WELL I'LL BE DOGGONEC LOOK 
WHO'S SHERIFF NOW.' YOU PONT 
LOOK NONE THE WORSE FUR 
THE PISTOL WHIPPIN' I SAVE 
VUH FIVE YEARS ASO... THAT 
FIGHT COST ME FIVE 
YEARS IN JAIL.' 



I'M WARNIN' VUH.. 
I'P JUST AS SOON KILL 
A MAN AS TO SPENP 
ANOTHER NI6HT BE" 
V HINP BARS.' 
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SHERIFF f 
HERIFF.'£ZWE 
OWCK... THERE'S 
BODY 

cur FRCt-nr 
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THE DISCOVERER OF SREAT SALT LAKE 
IN 1824, AND WAS ONE OP THE FIRST 
WHITE MEN TO EXPLORE THE YELLOW- 
STONE RM?K REGION EXTENSIVELY. HE 
BUILT FORT8RIDGERATRADING POST IN 
IQ42 ON THE BLACK FORk OF SREBN RT^R. 
HE COULD MAP ANV PMSTT OF THE ROCKY MOON- 



PIONEER AMONG PIONEERS 
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TAINS WITH CHARCOAL ON A PIECE OF 
BUFFALO SKIN. 




11MBRIPSER.B0RN IN 1795, BEGAN HIS FRON- 
TIER EDUCATION AT FORTOSASEIN 1810 AND 
LATER WORKED WITH THE ROCKY MOUNTAIN 
FUR COMPANY HE SCOUTED MANY TRAILS, IN- 
„ CLUDING THE ONE THAT BEARS HIS NAME 
HE WAS SUCH A SREAT SCOUT, THAT THE 
O.S. ARMY LOOKED FOR HIS ADVICE IN FROM 
TIER MATTERS. ALIVE BRIDSER V\»S A LEG- 
END, WHEN HE DIED, HE INSPIRED COUNT- 
LESS OTHERS TO FOLLOW HIS TRAILS. 



m BSCAME FAMOUS AS A MOUNTAIN MAN, 

FOR ABOUT FIFTY YEARS HE TRAVELED . 

OVER THE ROCKIES. SHOT BY AN INDIAN. 

HE CARRIED AN ARROW HEAD IN HIS 

BACK FORTHREE YEARS, AND THE WOUND 

NEVER BECAME INFECTEQ HE WAS THAT 

TOUSH/ 
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I RECKON I'LL LIGHT 
I ENJOY SMOKING A 
600V CIGAR AFTER 
— . PINNER.' . — -^f 
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[C IT'5 OKAY, 2_ 
"^ I RECKON, 

BUT IT'S BETTER 
. NOT TO SMOKE 
^— t AT ALL.'^ 
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